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Note: Thanx Nikki for her advice...) 
This shit is going to be really boring.. the next chap may be better. But hell, | don't even want to think of 


translating it into English. 
And | couldn't get a proofreader.. live with my shitty English or leave it. :p 


Honey-gold Sky 


#0 


[Yes. | have quitted drugs.. f**king unbelievable right? (laughs) 
I'm on holiday. The weather is fine here. Have been writing songs recently.. everything will be just alright] 


Dirty and dark and damp. It was here in the beginning. It seemed that he had never been anywhere else. No. He 
had always been here, sitting and watching. 


Maybe not watching. Sometimes he couldn't fucking feel his own eyeballs. But not today. Today it was his feet. 
And by the time he eventually clutched at the wall to stand up, he had totally forgotten what he stood up for. 
May be the light that was streaked out from outside. It made him feel uncomfortable. He hated it. Wanted to 


make it disappear. Let it be gone, forever. 


He knew he must be stinking to hell by now.. why care? Had he become one of the "rich folk"? Had he become 
his own enemy? He raised a hand, put it down again. Too tired. It was just good right here. 


But it wasn't what | had been thinking, he thought, could not help slipping down. Down, down. Too weak to stand, 
and what the hell was he standing for exactly? But | thought it would get better. Slowly but surely, really get 
better. He then sat down, the resting ashes went dancing around, and rested again. 

Earlier that day he had been vomiting. He felt as if he was trying to puke his heart out. As if there was 
always something rising to his throat, when there was absolutely nothing. None. But what was | to do? What 
could | do? Quit drugs? Will life be better after that? No. It was fucking impossible. He felt at home in here. He 
belonged here. Just to sit here forever, that was the only choice. Actually it wasn't all that bad. 

Nothing too painful. What did they say - despair? ..All fucking jokes. 


Just a little bit numb, that was all. He was sinking, into a warm and sweet quicksand river. He was fine, oh so 


freaking fine. 


The sky was now made of gold and honey. 


+ 


It was heading towards dusk when the two walked out of that building. They even had a little argue with the 
security guy at the parking lot, who kept yelling “only owners can park here". Come on, it was just a freaking 
bike! No one rode bikes nowadays. No one except pizza boys. Vince hung the pizza box in the front of that red- 
and-white bike they gave him (which fitted his uniform perfectly but was old enough to be suspected), to 
settle Neil on the backseat. 


Neil was his son. Even though he did not marry the boy's mother and would never do, the boy was born and 
raised. In fact, he was born when Vince was only I7. Of course he wasn't serious . He didn't had much choice 
back then, and they broke up afterwards. But none of them wanted to give up the kid. They both agreed that 
it would be better if Neil could make the choice himself, and he was just not old enough to decide. So that's it, 
two-weeks~Daddy-and-two-weeks-Mummy, before he grew up. What a lame idea. Vince thought. But well, he 


just didn't have much choice. He never did. 


And though he did not say it, he knew he would have to give it up eventually - what, she was rich. - Well, not 
rich. But she was okay, fortunately born in a good family. Unlike Vince, the poor little nobody doing part-times 


everywhere. 


The end of another two weeks. Today was the day to send him back. Vince looked at the traffic lights, before 
telling Neil to grab his shirt tightly. 


He did, and the bike slid onto the road. Vince was familiar with this city: it really wasn't big, and he came here 
2 years ago, had been delivering pizza for a year and a half. Every Tuesdays, Thursdays and Saturdays. In 
fact, he had done pretty much everything, bartender and stuff. The nicest job he could remember was selling 
makeup kits over the phone, but he had to give up, ever after Tommy broke their only telephone in a fury. 
Now he worked in an amusement park selling pop corn and cotton candy, which required him to dress in a 


bunny suit. It had been hell in hot days. Thank God, he thought, so good fall was soon coming. 


Everyday life. Vince rode his bike silently. They both stayed silent. 


It was getting dark, neon lights sparkled 


„There was yet another question. Vince tilted his head thoughtfully. It would be Neil's birthday in a week.. He 


would be seven. God, how time flies. And he was his father. Of course he would have to give him a present. 


But what? He wanted to ask him directly, hesitated for a short while, then decided it would be better to give 


him a surprise. But what would a seven-year-old boy want?.. He thought back hard, tried hard to remember 


what was on his mind when he was at that age. 


Then he remembered once, when he went to the woman's house he had seen the boy staring at the television 
concernedly, which was playing some new glam metal shit. Yes, music. Vince grinned, remembering how he was 


a wanna-be long time ago. 


Freakin’ long time ago. 


After all, Neil was his sonl. Well then, he thought, Tommy had lots of CDs. But they were all pirate copies.. 
Actually, Tommy sold pirate copies. And would that make a rice present? No, he did not think so. Then he 
thought of a nice, killer electric guitar.. the boy might be too young for it, but it was not quite the problem. 


The problem was, a nice, killer electric guitar would be too expensive for him. Way too expensive. 


He was still worrying, when he got to the downward slope right in front of her house. And suddenly, he had a 
little idea 


" Look at me, kiddo." 


Vince loosened his grip at the handlebars, and put his hands into his pockets. He stood up slowly. As the bike 


still went on, he could hear the boy marveled at it in wonderment. 


Undoubtedly He felt good. The wind caressed his hair softly, and he liked it. Actually he didn't have much 
confidence in this old trick at first. Of course he could do it perfectly back in high school days. Had impressed 
numerous chicks with it. But it was long time ago.. kept using this phrase, he thought, when did | turn into 


some old fuck? 


But sure as hell, if he was an old fuck, he would be one with perfect balance. He found out willingly that he 
could still make it. There was this little corner, and he turned with his feet. And there she was, the mother of 
that boy sitting behind him, standing in front of her own house, hands at her hips, scowling. 


"What are you doing?!" 


Vince was -- he did not want to admit it, but what the hell -- amazed. He tried to keep the balance, partly 
succeed, and stopped in front of her. However, the boy didn't grip tight as he told. He fell off the bike. 


"Hm. Well... l'm sorry. " 


He kind of stammered, not knowing what to say. Feeling a bit off, and guilty for sure. But the boy got up 


soundlessly. 


"l'm fine, " he told his mother, "I'm alright. " 


He said so. Vince let out a sigh of relief, and smiled at the boy winking at him. The woman frowned, and 


suddenly sighed, too. 


"Jesus, Vince..Will you ever outgrow it?" She said mockingly, "As if you're still l6." 


You just don't have fo remind me of this. He thought. Damn, I know it too well. And as for the outgrow shit, this 
woman had really changed. He looked at her. Thinking about that crazy chick who would dye her hair pink. It did 


not seem too far away. 


But it was. 


They followed her into the house. 


"Vince.. you haven't eaten yet, have you?" 


She asked, busy walking around in a pair of slippers. Neil was now sitting on the sofa. Vince was still standng, 
mused while staring at the boy, whom was not watching glam metal shit currently but concentrating on some 
ridiculous cartoon. His stomach reacted to the question quicker than himself. She was right, he had not eaten 


anything since I2 o'clock. And now.. he looked at the digital clock, it said "6:55". 


"Um. You can have it with us. " 


she's kind Vince thought with a smirk. But no, its already too late now, and Tommy must be waiting. The guy's 
the type that, you know, would get nervous when you're late, thinking you must have had a car crash. And he 


would have some food for him at home.. he wouldn't forget that. Vince smiled unconsciously. 


"No, thanks." He said, "I'm in a hurry." 


The woman raised an eyebrow, with a funny look on her face. But thankfully, she didn't say anything. When he 
was already out of the door, she added from behind. 


"Hey, come here, on Saturday, will you? We have a little party. " 


A party?.. All of a sudden, he felt as if he was going to cry. The feeling was so strong, that he was afriad he 
couldn't get hold of it. But somehow he did, and he was perfectly calm the next second. 


"Okay. I'm coming. " 


Before going home he would have to go back to that pizza place to change clothes, and no it wasn't on his way. 
He took off his uniform, put on a white shirt, and his only pair of white jeans. He looked at himself in the 


mirror. 


Still a young face, years hardly had any effect on it. He felt kind of relieved, though he knew some day it 
would. Just a little bit weary, that was all. The colour of his eyes suggested silky, warm chocolate, going well 
with his dark lashes. Longish hair hanging over his shoulders, dazzling as if it was made of pure gold, unaturally 
white. It had made a pleasant contrast with his tanned skin. 


He sighed. He was into white. When he had more money, he had his hair bleached. It looked amazing. Now it was 
already turning dark, and he could do nothing with it. Hell, it would be a luxury to him to do it again now. 


He went out, walking towards the bus station A colleague waved to him. 


"Hey, Vinny, " he said, "How was today?" 


"As usual, no rich chicks." He gave a funny look, and they both laughed. Vince had always been saying that the 
goal of his life was, to find a rich hot chick and get married as soon as possible. How ever, that lucky girl was 
still out of sight. Obviously he was being way too choosy. But hell, would he mind? He was still so young, he 
looked little more than a boy.. 


‘Oh.It's my bus. " 


He said goodbye, and hustled into it. It was crowded, and hotter than hell. But what Vince worrying about was a 
traffice jam. He was going to be really, really,late, and the sky was already too dark now. He convinced himself 
that it was because the winter was on its way. Didn't help much. And he did not have a watch with him. The 
last watch he had on, was a gift from a girl when he quitted school. Last year it had fell onto the ground, 
broke in half. 


When he eventually got to the station, it was totally dark. 8 o'clock at best, he thought, Tommy was going fo kill 


me. He walked into a small shop to ask the time. 


"About half past 8" 


And he had to walk IO minutes to get home. Alhough it wasn't quite a long time.. 


He decided to take a shortcut. 


The shortcut, was actually a narrow and dark and long alley. It was dark even in the morring, and he had never 


walked at night. 


But tonight , he had made up his mind. 


He took a cautious step. The ground was visible, nothing much, gabage and gabage and gabage. He sighed, began 
to think about solutions, about his son's birthday. Hell, why not rob a bank?.. 


„But when his thought was wandering somewhere else, his foot had felt something unusually soft. 


"Wha." 


He had seen it. With the help of the moon. He saw it quite clear enough. 


It was a he. A man. 


He was scared to shit, at first, then strangely enough, he calmed down. He bent over soundlessly, tried the 
guy's breath and pulse. 


Still alive. 


He sighed, staring at the bruise on his inner arm. Must be a junkie. Lying here and waiting to die, and dying. 


Then a wild thought struck him. He turned the body softly, reached for the back pocket. When was the last 
time he stole? Couldn't remember. Come on Vince thought. /f this guy has had any money at all, undoubtedly he 
would buy drugs. And it was not good for him. Why not take it, and make better use of it? .. And he wouldnt die. 
He would call the ambulance as soon as he got the money. He just wouldn't 


But it was all useless, since Vince soon found out that this guy had no cash in his purse at all. Not a cent. 


There was only credit cards and ID card and crap. He was so disappointed. 


Vince took a look at him again, sighed, before leaving for a phone. Then it suddenly appeared to him: why did 
this guy have shades on? .. It was dark enough here. Out of curiosity and sudden puerility, he raised his hands 
to take it off. 


Then he found the face he was looking at a little familiar. 


It was not one of his acquaintances. He could not remember exactly talking to him. Then who was he? A 


salesman? An old schoolmate? His fated lover? ..Tilting his head, only then he thought of that ID card. 


He was no fated lover for sure. 


The guy looked younger in it, half-smiling kind of mockingly, with only one corner of his mouth curled up. His 


name was Nikki Sixx. 


Such a weird, poser name. 


He was the bassist of that new glam metal band. 


The Lovers 


Author's Notes: 
I'm kind of back. 


And no, | did not improve my English..= = 


#2 
"Stop it" 


The ground was almost melting under the scorching hot sun, and Tommy was squating in his van, his right hand 
holding a can of beer, which was practically boiling. Hot beer, as we all know, is unbearable. But he had not thrown 
it away. h fact, he did not want to move the slightest bit. And his voice was weak. He was not sure whether the 
guy under the van could hear if. Hell, maybe he was already sunstruck 


‘Stop if, Vincey. Its useless." 


He said it again, this time louder. And Vince got out. Sweat pouring down his forehead, he wiped it away with one 
hand at random. Swearing through clenching teeth 


" Fuck Fuck" 

Tommy said, "who told me he sure could fucking mend it?" 

And as the result; he saw Vince curled his Ip vividly, dd not seem sunstruck at all 
‘tts not my fault I had been mending 280Zs you know." 


He went to sit beside him, swinging his legs, and stared blankly into nowhere. Tom turned to look at hm -- Sweaty 
blonde hair, not-too-delicate yet vivid profile, and lanky legs - for a short while. Then he turned around, searching 


for something in his pocket. 


".What are we going to do now?" Tommy asked, knowing the question was useless. Just couldnt come up with 
something new. He lit his cigarette and took a long drag. Vince made a face. He did not like the smoke. 


"Dunno. Maybe, hitch a ride?..But sure not now. Look at that sun, boy. Fuck, Im cooked." 


With the words, Vince turned over and crept into the van Actually, the inside of it was even hotter. Not only hot, 
but frowsty and stinking He did not seem to mind, collapsed onto a pile of dirty clothes. Vince buried his face in it, 
not wanting fo move, he curled into a ball tightly, knees at the chest 


n" Vince. n" 


He could hear Tommy, but made no reply. He could hear hm sighed, and eventually threw the beer can Affer a 
short while, he felt the van shook. Tommy crept n Vince did not look up, a hot hand on his bare back 


".Why exactly are we going there?" 


Vince asked with a muffled voice, listlessly. 


"l dont know." Tommy shrugged, "Why not go there?" 


Hs point was, after all there was nowhere else to go. Fuck. Vince had known, before he said it. He turned over to 
stare at the ceiling 


" lm freakin bored" 


He sounded almost sad Tommy shook his head, and saw Vince propped up on his elbows. 


it was dark in here, but his eyes seemed sparkling, like stars. Vince put his arms around Tom's shoulders. Like a real 


brother. 


"Hey. „Hs hot" 


Hs sentence was snapped off, feeling Vince's breath on his face. Why was he so close?.. And Tommy saw those 
eyes half-closed, eye lashes fluttering He was already kissing him. But so innocently, just hot lps pressing against 
his, lke a playful litte grl. 


It was getting dark. 


Actually, it was already dark. And he did not notice it. 


Tommy scratched his tousy black hair. What was that dream he had just now?.Nevermind. So he fell asleep at 
work again. He sighed. Although the whole neighborhood had known him for a while, and he know quite well that 
no one would even bother to steal this ratty little "record store" he had, he did feel guilty about it. Tommy 
looked at the sky again, sighed again, closed the door and locked it. The darkness was thrown in and he could 
see nothing, his hand busy searching for the switch. It seemed harder than usual to him today. Before the 


light was turned on, he had his nose bumped at the corner of a table. He murmured "Fuck", and stood up. 


It suddenly occured to him the reason why he was not quite feeling right. He stared blankly at the table. Yes, 
he had it cosed, and Vince had not come back. Where could he be?.. He grabbed a broken watch, which was 
previously lying on the floor. It said "B10". Tom frowned, threw it back to where it had been, and threw himself 
to the couch. 


This secondhand couch (or sofa bed) was bought by Vince, at an unbelievably low price. Actually, he had 
almost threatened the seller to death. Tommy smiled at the memory. It was in some middle of nowhere they 


eventually bought it, and carried it home together. Without a fucking real couch, it was anything but "home". 


Still, Tommy mused, it was in fact quite useless. Vince was an expert at buying useless shit, such as a 
withered potted plant, a little fish globe with no fish in it, an impossibly big pillow, etc. Hey, he said to himself, 
why didn't | fucking throw them when he was out?.. 


At last, he thought, it was because he was afraid that they would get into a fight for it, which was bad, or 
they won't get into a fight, but Vince was going to cry his heart out, which was worse. And now Vince was 
nowhere to be seen, it made him think of a possibility, that is, what if he just never comes back?.. Let's 
suppose, just suppose, what if he died in a car crash or something? After all, it was not that impossible. 


Because he just couldn't come back anymore. 


Tommy stopped thinking. He felt tired. 


"Tom! Tommy!" 


A knock at the door. A loud one. He almost jumped up from the couch. Tom confirmed to himself that he did 
not fall asleep again, got up to opened the door. What the fuck, Vince was never this late. 


The door was opened. He saw Vince, leaning against the door frame, out of breath, face flushed With one hand 
he wiped his forehead. 


"Just... give me a hand, man. This is fucking heavy" 


And he saw it. Vince was supporitng some passed out guy -- Actually, he was dragging him. Tommy helped 
him drag it into the room. 


"Thanks." 


Vince went in and closed the door. Tommy stared at the guy on the floor. He did not know him. 


Or did he? 


Tommy threw away the shades. 


"Shit, he's..." 


"| know damn well who he is. „Don't think we have much time for explaining. Just get me some bandage, man." 


"What kind of fucking bandage do we have?.." 


"Then get me a towel.. quick!" 


Always giving orders. He thought. But he did not complain, looked into the bathroom. There was in total one 
towel, and it was ratty and dirty, for none of them used it. He hesitated for a moment, then grabbed it. When 
returned to the sitting-room, he saw Vince dragging him onto the couch. Fine, we'll sleep on the floor tonight, 
while Nikki fucking Sixx - did I spell it right, dunno - sleep on our only couch Tommy thought with a bitter laugh. 
He came up to help him and handed the towel. He stayed silent, while watching Vince enswathed clumsily. 


"Okay." 


He said softly, more like speaking to himself. Tommy watched him stretched and rubbed his stomach. 


"Okay. Now is it time to tell me why you got a half-dead Nikki Sixx here?.." 


" That's all." 


While busy stuffing food into his mouth, Vince was busy telling Tom the whole story. When he finally came to 
“that's all", he had the food on the table finished Vince was sitting indian style on a pillow, Tommy sitting 


beside him. 


"What do you want to do with him, then?" 


Vince eyed him confusedly. 


"What?.." 


‘| mean it. What do you want to do? Tie a pink ribbon on his neck and give it to the kid?" 


Vince rolled his eyes. 


"What are you on about.. There will always be a way, isn't it? The guy's filthy rich, and when he wake up." 


Tom sighed, and touched his hair. 


"What again?" 


"Never knew you were this.. okay, childish. Hey, don't hit mel.. But belive me, babe, he won't give you a cent. 


And what if he dies here? What do you want to tell the cops?" 


"But." The look on Vince's face was more like a kid who had just got a new toy, and unwilling to give it away, 
"we can't throw him out now, can we? We don't even have a telephone. And it's not like he'll die tonight, his 


breath is steady..Come on, let's think about it tomorrow." 


"And we sleep on the floor tonight?" 


"So that's your point?.. You can go on there to sleep with hm. | don't care." 


It all came back. Tommy looked at him, at his sparkling eyes and flushing face. It all came back, from that 


afternoon long, long ago.. 


He sighed deeply, and reached a hand for Vince's shoulders. Then he held him from behind, tightly. He felt him 
struggled a little, then became quiet. So quiet. After a while Vince turned his face to him. Tom found those lips 


lovely and kissable under the light, he kissed him. He shook his head slightly, made kitten-like little sounds in his 
throat, but they did not stop him. When it was finished, Vince just put his head on Tommy's shoulder like a 
good boy. 


"Vince. Vince." 


"What?.." 


"Don't go looking for girls anymore, okay?.." 


His voice was soft, and he could feel Vince look up. 


"What for?" 


"Because... fuck Let's just get married" 


Vince backed up, stared at him with that look in his eyes. A look that could make one totally speechless. Then 
he touched Tom's forehead with his right hand, earnestly. 


"Man, what's wrong with you today?" 


„Tommy shook his head, laughed a little at his own words and shrugged. He could feel Vince throw his arms 


around his neck. 


They just kissed again like real lovers. 


Dream 


Author's Notes: 
You can just skip the chap.. But hey, I'll appreciate if you read it= = 


New shit is on the way. 


You could hear it. The tide rose and fell, rose and fell. 


At the beginning it seemed so far and vague. Then it became closer, and clearer. The ocean breeze was around 
kissing you. The subtil smell of sea air, like small creatures, was tickling you. But once you sniffed it carefully, 
it slyly faded away. Only when you were relaxed, it was all around you. It was as if the smell had a 


temperature. It felt warm. 


Warm was the wind, it brushed your hair gently. you raised your hand to touch it. Your grandpa had cut it 
short, but it was still soft, so soft that you could hardly feel it. It was like the feather of a baby bird. 


You looked up. Hands rolled into fists. You had sands in your palms, dry and rough, but it felt strangely good. 
The sky was impossibly blue; it had your eyes aching. You closed them. 


And then after a while, something hit you in the face. You opened your eyes and saw some Mexican kids, who 
were kicking and skipping stones, laughing. They seemed so happy that you couldn't help smiling. Then one of 


them saw you. Knowing that you were not welcome, you stood up, ready to go away. 
But he walked to you. 
"Hey," he said, "wanna play with us?" 


You stared at the kid, who was so much shorter than you were, no knowing what to say. When you'd finally 


decided to tell him "well, alright", you heard a voice from inside, rising. It said;"You can't, son. You can't." It 


wasn't even your grandfather or anyone you knew. It was so low, empty. Sad. 


"You can't--" 


But you had decided to fight it off. Yes, it faded away; it could fade away if you wanted to. You could finally 
laugh like a child, laugh happily. You could be happy. "Alright" You said, putting a hand on the kids shoulder. His 


skin was so dark it could glisten, and it was hot. 


"Yes," you thought, "yes. Its going to be alright. | knew it. I'm going to this old book store downtown tonight...” 


It's going to be alright. 


Don't Cry baby 


Author's Notes: 
Gotta warn you: My English is unbearable in the chapie. | don't really have the idea why, but today | just don't 
feel like translating. /_\ 


Hey. And since it's AU.. please don't ask which city they're in | don't know. p 


The lying one moved, as if he would wake up soon. 


Vince was sitting on the floor beside him, looking at him and worrying about the couch. For some reason he 
was afraid that Nikki might break it. Although it was in fact very strong, he and Tommy couldn't get it broken 
even if they intended to. Must be last night, Vince thought, God, was he impressed. That man seemed to be 
made of iron. The weight on his shoulders got him breathless. But actually, Vince had surprisedly dicovered, he 
was quite skinny. His bones dug into him, and he almost could still feel it on his body. It took him centuries to 
walk that distance, which really wasn't that long. He had never felt this tired since long, long ago. 


And why exactly did he saved him?.. Vince didn't know. When he was thinking about it all now, well, it kinda 
made no sense. Sometimes he couldn't understand what himself was doing..let alone what other did. He sighed. 
But Tommy didn't get angry like he did when that day, he brought home a huge wardrobe.None of them had 
the idea of how Vince could carry it home himself. But let's get back to the topic. Tom seemed to be nice 
these days. Which was a good thing, of course. He imagined Tommy squating behind this faded curtain, looking 
at passers-by, and sighed again. 


But Nikki was still asleep. Had turned over a few times though. Sleeping beauty, Vince thought, and smiled 
unconsciously. He was so bored that he began to study the figure lying there. 


His face was pale, like a sheet of paper, which made an astonishing yet vivid contrast to the blackness under 
his eyes. But his eyelashes were so long, and they had a beautiful brown color. They just rested there, 
motionless, downthrowing shadows so very delicate. Dyed black hair, but it suited him so well. Too well. He 


looked impossibly quiet and weary, like death itself. He looked good. 


Vince was mesmerized. Well, not really, but he thought:"Damn. This guy should never wear that kind of makeup 


he wore on TV.. He should always be like this." 


He turned over again. Vince stared for a few seconds, and shrugged, standing up. He went into the kitchen to 
get some water. 


Occasionally, Tommy would boil water when he got up. However, today he didn't, and Vince did not want to do it 
himself. He swallowed a mouthful of tap water, frowned at the weird, iron-like taste. And when he got back to 
the sitting room, he saw Nikki staring intensely at the ceililng, wide-eyed. 


Vince looked at him, and stopped what he was doing before he knew it. He had that strange gentle look on his 
face, as if he was having some kind of a blissful yet strange dream. He didn't see Vince. Vince walked over to 


him, only then did he see a drop of tear rolled down his face, melted on the cloth cover of the couch. 


Vince knelt beside him. Even without touching, he could feel him shivering, as if with physical pain Now, his 
eyes were closed, his lips slightly parted, did he had anything to say? -- and those eyelashes, Vince could 
swear they were the most beautiful ones he had even seen, were trembling. He couldn't help feeling sorry for 
him, and there wasn't much he could do, so he reached out a hand to wipe those tears away, just like what 


you would do for a kid. He used the back of his hands, feeling what he was touching damp and cool. 


After about a minute, the shiver died away. So Vince sat down, waited for him to open his eyes again. But he 


did not. He was motionless like he was before. 


So Vince touched his forehead, told himself that he would be okay. 


When Nikki opened his eyes, he saw the light green curtain waving to and fro in the wind. So he knew he was 
still alive, frowned slightly. The withering potted plants by the window. He did not know it was the second time 


he saw them. 


He looked around, decided it was no hospital for sure. The couch was uncomfortable, his back hurt. When he 


turned his head, he felt like it would merrily fall off anytime soon His mouth was dry. Nikki got up a little, saw 
a blonde head beside him which, from his point of view, looked like a puppy's. But he did not think a puppy could 
bring him all the way to here. So he thought it must be a girl, who was not so pretty. 


But he was wrong. When he moved, the stranger got up, rubbing his eyes. It was a blonde guy, and he looked 
at him rather mistily. Slowly, he began to smile, in a unique yet lovely way. Since the light was weak, Nikki 


couldn't see his face clearly. 


"Hey," he said, "Did you sleep well?" 


Vince didn't expect him to answer, though. Nikki watched him streched, stood up unsteadily. He seemed to be 
thinking of something (or nothing) for a moment, then tilted his head and asked: 


"So, you want coffee?" 


As if he was an old friend of his; but he didn't know him at all. Not annoying though. Nikki thought. When he 
tried to get up, he saw a fleeting look in his eyes ( nice hazel eyes ) that he was going to help him. At last he 
didn't, and he got up by himself. He tried to shrugg, feeling his bones crack. 


"Alright." 


"Just a moment." 


He watched Vince went into the kitchen. That so-called "kitchen", could hold 2 persons at most. From here he 
could see the slightest movements he made. He saw him put a boiler on the fire, whiled waiting, he bended 


over looking for something in a cupboard. 


He looked for a long time, until the boiler began to scream. At first he didn't pay attention to it, then he stood 
up, turned the gas off. Vince stood there, hands at his hips, looking down at the mess he had just made. He 
frowned, and almost stomped, and got out, nothing in his hands. 


"Well. sorry, mate. It seemed that we don't have any coffee here. Hey, wait for me, will you?.. Ill get some." 


Nikki watched him grabbed some coins from a rusty box, stuffed it into a pocket, put on a pair of slippers ( 
he was barefoot ), and got out. He didn't notice that Nik did not say anything. He just thought: Damn. It's 
unfair.. Why can a guy who looks soooo scary on TV have eyes like this?.. You couldn't help feeling that you 
just need to do something for him. He thought. They are so tender, and quiet, and heartrending. 


But of course, Nikki had no idea what his eyes looked like. He just sat that, feeling a bit off, feeling the world 
became quiet after the door had closed. He sat for a while, then stood up alowly with great difficulty, Feeling 
tired but did not sit down again. Hands at the wall, surportting himself. He saw the dusty fish-globe in the 
corner of the room. A photo was stuck on it. It was in some amusement park, two men and a kid. They looked 


purely happy, balloons in their hands. 


He stared, then turned away, hesitated and lifted the curtain It led to another street. The sun glared out of 
the blue sky; He narrowed his eyes. 


Nikki looked down, and saw the guy squating not far from him. He was so tall, he thought, maybe taller than 
himself. But he was skinny, too. Tom had a cigarette between his fingers, took a long drag, looked at it and 
threw it away. It fell into a sewer. Tommy shifted, and scratched his sticky black hair; it seemed that he 


washed his hair once a month. 


It was lunch time when Vince came back with a plastic bag in one hand. At a certain spot near his home, he 
met Tommy who was going out to look for him. Firstly, Tommy hit him on the back of the head; then he gave 
him a bear-hug like he usually did When it was all over, he said: "Hey, kiddo, where the fuck have you been?" 


Vince showed him the bag, "I went to buy some coffee for that, uh.. 


Tom shook his head. "You think you've just brought home a dog.. anyway, where's he then?" 


"He's not home?" 


"Nah! | thought he was with you." 


"| told him! | told him to wait for me! .." 


However, they reached the door, opened it, and went in Together. None of them noticed that not far away, in 


the shadow of a tree, he was standing there. 


He was watching them. The look on his face was indifferent. Or he looked just like he always looked, weary and 


all. 


He stood for a while, silently, and limped down the street. 


Helter Skelter 


Author's Notes: 
Another boring chapter.. Yep. Decide it yourself to read it or not.. 


The Chinese version is now finished. And | tell you, this is that kind of story in which nothing happens. *sigh* 
Yeah, nothing is going to happen. Just.. read on. That is, if you do have the time. | don't know why | have time 


writing it.. Actually, | do have work to do.. *runs* 


*runs back* Oh, and bad English as usual.. don't say | didn't warn you that. 


#5, 


İt was sure as hell boring, standing there, looking at passer-by. All strangers. 


School-girls in plaid skirts; their cocky boyfriends; little kids and mothers. And everything. h this amusement park, 
this world of merry go-rounds and pinky clouds, people should be able to forget about all their pain.. 


That is, if only we live in a world of "should's Where we all know and love each other, and live on, happy ever 
after. 


You just stood there, seeing spakling stars around you. You were not sure you wanted to cry or not 


But You were surrounded by strangers. The world in itself, is a sea of strangers. Wave, after wave, after wave. It 


struck you. All you could do was standing there, watching it. You wanted fo breakdown and scream, to run away 
from here, to stab a knife into that httle place where the heart lies, to feel the delicious throbbing, and the lovely 
blackness afterwards.. But you stood there. 


Everywhere. Strangers. 


Yeah Most of the time you thought you knew them. You thought: "Oh | kissed that guy onve. And he kissed me 
back. And he smiled at me. And it felt good" and all that. You thought you knew them.. but really, you did't. You 


wasn't even close. You couldn't even get fo know yourself.. let alone others 


Life had always been such a bg mess. They tossed us here, left us fo ourselves, to that eternal Iittle hope always 
lighting up in our hearts which just refuses to go away.. Maybe | can find him? 


That "one in a millon’. My better half. | could find him, and we never grow apart.. The thought had filled your eyes 
with hot tears. But stil, they're strangers to you Always. 

Even if you have slept in the same bed with that person for many, many years. Or if you can still feel her breath 
on your skin, her fingers on your scalp, her voice in your ears, whispering sweet lies of love and forever. Or if you 


were just kneeling beside hm yesterday. If you two were so close, almost touching You were amazed at how real 


he was, flesh and blood A real person Hs tears still lingered on your fingers, the look in his eyes. 


Vince shook his head, trying to shake off the thoughts. Today, he had found himself quite odd: thinking about 
this sort of things. Hey, maybe it's because he's getting old?.He shrugged. Or it was the retribution. He had 
always been laughing at Mick for his, um, sentimentalism. Like reading poems and stuff.. 


"Out of the ocean, the crowd, came a drop gently to me.." 


Vince sighed, almost soundlessly. He turned half-way round, to the darker side of the counter. Sunlight turned 
his hair into dazzling gold. "Mickey." He said, simply. 


The older man -- who was dressed in a more-or-less funny-looking mouse costume -- looked up from the 


book he was holding. "Yeah?" 


Vince searched the table for his red hair band. "Your turn" 


"IO minutes left." Mick said, looking at the watch. 


"Come on. | feel sick Mickey, you gotta do me the favour." Still looking for his hair band. 


Mick eyed him suspiciously. No response came. 


"Just ten minurtes, man. | really need to take a walk, now." Found it. It was under some paper plates, and there 
was some jam on it. He was glad he hadn't lost it though. 


Mick sighed, deeply. He said nothing, rose from the armchair he had sunk in. 


„lt was actually a fine afternoon. The sun was not in the least irrtaing, the sky with only a hint of gray, 
mostly blue, soft wind ran through his hair. Vince tossed his head back, feeling it went through his body, like 
water. He didn't even know why he was feeling sick. Must be the way-too-heavy sweet scent of cotton candy 


they sold there, he figured. 


Aimlessly, he walked, hiding his hands (or in this case, paws) in the whity fluffy fuzz. He shouldn't be doing 
this. Although he had got this work for quite some time, he was still far from familiar with this place (he 
wondered the reason why it took him so much time to get familiar with places; he was not dumb, after all. His 
mother thought he couldn't go to places without others leading. But he had now remembered almost every 
road in this city; Life) , and is very likely to get lost. Looks like it's stupid, if a guy dressed like he did now, go 


grab a random vistor to ask the way.. 


Ah, whatever. 


Some old-ass song was playing on and on, Vince had barely noticed it. He just kept walking, until he got to the 
kids section. It must be the most crowded area today -- it's a weekday, after all. 


Vince watchd them. Running all over the place and laughing. And all of a sudden, he was dying to get into a 
crowd. He thought he would break down right there.. It felt horrible, even worse than when he was there, 
standing in the sun, selling pop-corn. His stomach tightened. Everything seemed to turn into a big pile of 
different dancing colours.. 


Until someone tugged at him. 


"Bunny?" 


It was like waking up with a start, he came back to reality. A childish, sweet voice. He looked down. And 
suddenly, everything was okay again. A little girl in a lovely rosy dress looked up and smiled at him, revealing 
her teeth. She looked so innocent. Vince was strangely moved, and smiled at her, too. That smile actually 


seemed shy.. He thought, she must be even younger than his boy. 


“Bunny, play with me." 


She repeated, and giggled a little. Vince bent down, touched her hair. 


"Where's your mom?" 


But she just didn't answer. The girl pouted, her lips looked as lovely as rose-leaves. Blonde hair (just like 
Vince's) fell into her eyes. She arched up on her toes, and threw her arms around his neck. 


"Hey." 


This thing is dirty, he wanted to say, but suddenly realized. It didn't matter. No; it was fine. So Vince held her 
up, in his arms. He found it a little difficult, for she was not all that light. Her soft hair tickled at his ears. He 
had a strange bittersweet feeling rising from the pit of the stomach, going straight to his throat. 


He heard that song. 


"When | get to the bottom, 

| go back to the top of the slide. 

| get to the top, and I go for a ride. 

| get to the bottom and I see you again 


Do you dont you want me to love your. 


lm coming down fast but Im miles above you 
Tell me now, Tell me baby, tell me the answer 


You maybe a lover but you aint no dancer. 


„Helter Skelter." 


"Mick, get me a cotton candy." 


When Vince came back he said, throwing a few nickels to the couter. Mick raised an eyebrow. Then he saw the 


little girl peeped behind him, her little mouth closed lightly, wide-eyed. 


"Be quick, man." 


They all stared at the machine concernedly, as the pink fluffy clouds shaped in it. Then Mick scraped it up with 


a stick. 


"Here" 


She was smiling; so adorable and proud, received it in the manner of a real Spanish princess receiving a rose. 


Mick said suddenly: "Your daughter again?" 


"F.. Whatever." 


Vince rolled his eyes, but they both smiled. 


"Vivian!" 


Somewhere not far, someone was calling. Vince saw the girl turned, knowing it was her mother, he felt that 


bittersweet feeling rose to his eyes now, as he tried to control it. Whats wrong with him today?.. 


Then, when his mind was wandering, the girl's mother had came to him. 


‘Oh, I'm sorry.. Did she trouble you?" 


The woman took Vivian by her arms, clearing her up a bit: there was grass all over that pretty dress. And 
that was a beatiful young woman, with wavy blonde hair and bright blue eyes. She was only wearing a brown 


sweater and washed out jeans, but there was something in her that seemed sweet and gentle and likable. 


And Vince mused: a "normal" mother would have told her girl to stay away from strangers, right?.. but she 


said, hey, did she trouble you. 


"| don't know why Vivian is like this today.. Usually she seem to be shy. But well, she likes bunnies." She said, 


smiling. 


'It was okay," Vince said quietly, "she was very lovely. Had been a good girl." 


Vivian looked up at them while they were talking, blinking every now and then. Vince looked at her, added: "Looks 
a lot like you." 


Then he had regretted it.. What was the meaning of that? .. But the young woman was still smiling, a beautiful 
smile. "Yep, everybody say so." 


And then they laughed. He watched she took the little girl's hands. 


"Say bye, Vivian" 


"Bye, bunny." 


It was only then did Vince noticed it was dusk. When he got into it again, he saw the nickels still there, right on 
the table. 


"Keep it," Mick said, "for the bus. Or whatever." 


Vince smiled, and shrugged. "Thanx. But I've got someone to pick me up tonight." He threw them to the can 
where they put money. 


Mick looked up from his book. 


"You're strange today." He said. 


"What does that mean?.. strange." 


"| don't know. Maybe.. you seemed more quiet than you usually do. You know what | mean?" 


He knew, so he hadn't replied. They stayed silent for a while, before Vince suddenly spoke up. 


"IFs my son's birthday this Saturday, and we're holding a party.. Will you be coming?" He looked at the mouse 


costume, and laughed a little, "in this." 


Mick laughed, too. "Maybe. Should | bring a present or what?" 


"Well, that doesn't really matter, because you're not that little thingies Dad." Vince said, falling into the 
armchair, complaint in his childish manner, "I haven't thought up what to give him yet.. | mean, yeah, | would 


love to give him a big nice fancy car, but where's the money’... I'm fucking broke." 


This was the exact moment when he thought of Nikki. And shut up. After a while, Mick asked: 


"What does he like?" 


"Must be music.. my son, you know." 


They laughed softly again. After that, Mick said to him: "You can play guitar.. cant you?" 


"A little. Why?" 


"Nothing. It's just." His eyes seemed so warm, glowing under the yellow light, "I have this old acoustic guitar at 
home, but | doubt it still works. And | haven't touched guitar for a good many years.. So if you want it, | can 
bring it to you, say, Wednesday. When do you want it?.." 


„At nine, he saw Tommy waited for him at the side gate of the park. His figure seemed especially tall and lean 
in the dark. They walked a block to where he left his van, the car park here didn't open. Tom was wearing a 
long coat, which looked good but was actually ratty. They walked shoulder to shoulder for a while; then Vince 
quickly glanced at him, and put his cold hand into Tom's pocket. 


Tommy frowned, seemed hesitated for a moment, then grabbed his hand. His own hand was just as cold. 


"| just.. want to take a goooood shower now. With hot water." Vince said, crinkled his nose. 


"Yeah, alright. Just don’ wash your hair tonight" 


* Why?" 


"lts cold. And it's late. And our hair-drier's broken.. You're going to get a headache tomorrow. | don't want to 


hear you bitch." 


"But, but it feels stupid.. sticky as hell, you know," he swung his pony-tail, ".and | can dry it real fast, with a 


towel and all that." 


He was so cold; He was shivering, Tommy could see that; he could feel that. But he just looked at him, and 
shook his head. Vince tlted his head a little, smiled. 


